— 
NOE 


| 3 i A Childs Magazine devoted 

to Practical Christianity. 
Published on the first of 
each month hy Unity School | 
of Chrisharuty, Unity 
= Tenth and Tracy Ave, Kansas 
City, Missourt.One dollar 
a year: ten cents a copy 
foreign subscriptions, six 
shillings ayear Entered” 
CC 
undor the act of March3, 


bats + ++ 


|) 
+ 
+4 - 
= 
6 t 


+ 


i 
+4 


vy # 

| 
Ne 
i! 
ay 


the End of the Lane 
by Elizobeth E Pottinger: 


Chapter IV. 


[~~ ]} AY LOOKED at her gray silk skirt, split from the knee 
F to the hem, and at the pretty pinky-gray petticoat, peeping 
through the rent. Even with a pretty petticoat, one can’t 
g travel on the cars with a split skirt! She had said she 
§ would stay and send for her trunk, but she had spoken 
without thinking; now she was thinking. If she sent for 
her trunk where should she stay while waiting, how would she eat and 
sleep, and above all how could she amuse herself with nothing to do, no 
where to go, no one but Patricia with whom she could visit> There 
was no hotel, at least not such a one as offered any inducement in the 
way of cleanliness or comfort, and beside it was such a foolish idea, 
this thing of staying! She had only stopped off for two hours, to take 
a look at the forlorn old place, and here she was actually considering 
the question of staying for a day or two! The place held for her one 
unpleasant memory of which Pat knew nothing, of which Pat never 
should know anything. The thought of that one memory decided the 
question—she wouldn’t stay, she hated the place, nothing could make 
her stay! But there was her torn skirt! Just some little thing like 
that, sometimes changes the current of a whole life. 
“Oh Pat, what a foolish creature I am!” with a scowl of an- 
noyance. “I can’t stay and I can’t go, and I’ve got to do one or the 
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other! Isn’t it absurd? I want to go and I want to say, and | don’t 
want to do either, and I want to do them both! What can I do to 
straighten out this tangle?” 

“Get something to eat,” suggested Patricia, quite seriously. 
““Whenever I’m all twisted up and can’t decide what I want, I al- 
ways know I’m hungry. There’s the noon whistle now, and Mother 
says I must always come home when I hear that. I'll come back right 
after lunch.” 

“But, Pat, how about me? If I need food to straighten out my 


“With a promise to meet after lunch Patricia tripped down the lane.” 


difficulties,” here Fay threw back her head and laughed as she had 
not laughed for many a day, “‘if I need food, where am I to get it?” 

Patricia looked surprised, “Why, at the store, of course; every- 
body gets things at the store; anything you want.” 

“A country grocery store!” Fay’s memory was again at work. 
She hadn’t been in a grocery store for months, and then it was merely 
to step with a friend into one of the largest shops in one of the largest 
cities. “A country grocery store—what can one get to eat at a country 
store? My wildest imagination can picture nothing but crackers and 
cheese, and I’m hungry, I’m hungry, Pat.” 

“Well, old Mrs. John, the janitor’s wife, might give you some- 
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thing. She always feeds tramps—but she makes ‘em chop wood to 
pay for it. She’s an awful good cook, and maybe she wouldn't make 
you chop wood, ‘cause you're a lady, ‘stead of a tramp.” 

“Old Mrs. John, the janitor’s wife’ —why of course, Old John, 
who had been looking after the little gray house all these years, and 
who had trimmed the trees and taken the fruit. Fay remembered Old 
John, and she remembered his wife’s little spice cakes! “Pat, did you 
ever taste one of Mrs. John’s spice cakes?” 

“Oh, and her jelly-roll! Fay, they’re the goodest! Mrs. John 
will give you something to eat; she’s an awful good woman.” 

With a promise to meet after lunch, Patricia tripped down the 
lane to her own home, and Fay walked slowly in the opposite direc- 
tion, memory leading her back over the way to a place of physical 
comfort and refreshment. She was not a tramp, for she had money to 
pay, but the welcome she received from Old John and his wife was 
beyond the value of money. She was not a tramp, but she was a tired, 
hungry woman, who needed simple food, sincere, homely friendship 
and a genuine welcome, to straighten out the tangled threads of her 
existence. 

“Why, Miss Faith, I never thought to see you back in these 
parts!’’ exclaimed Old John, “but I’m glad you come, I’m glad you 
come! Wife's just made a batch of them little spice cakes you used 
to brag so on; and we got some good cabbage and spuds, too. Just 
come right in, as if you was to home. My, but you used to be a red- 
haired little spit-fire, when you was a kid—and spoiled! My, but 
your mammy spoiled you! But you weren’t never hateful; you was 
always polite as a basket of chips and always laughin’, always laughin’, 
when you wasn’t sassing someone!” 

“Why bless me, if it isn’t Miss Faith come back! It does my 
old eyes good to see you, child. Here, set down in this here big chair 
—you used to curl up in it, when you was a child with your pockets 
full of paper dolls.” Old John’s wife bustled about to make Fay 
comfortable, and assured her that dinner was almost ready to “‘set on 
the table.” The honeysuckle blew in through the doorway, the cool 
breeze carried the scent of clover; but Fay, sinking into the cushioned 
chair, was conscious of but one odor, and that was cabbage! Good, 
hot, boiled cabbage, and new potatoes covered with melting butter. 

“Things are straightening out already,”’ she chuckled to herself. 
“*Pat’s a real philosopher, and I shall go to her after this when I want 
advice!” 


(To be continued.) 
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I I IS. said that Peter Pan can fly. Do you wonder how 


he can do it, when he does not have an aeroplane? Well, 
I'll tell you in a way that you will understand. 
5 & Did you ever feel all tired and hot? Did your body 
Cs Cad | seem heavy, was it hard to even walk, much harder to fly > 
[UY 2 || Then, just about that time, you heard a crowd of your 
friends call you to come and go for a swim. Up you jumped, asked 
mother, she said yes, and away you flew. You were no longer tired, 
heavy or hot. Now, Peter Pan knows this secret, and when I feel 
tired or hot, I just get real interested in something else. That puts 
new “‘‘pep” into me, and the more interested I get the lighter I feel, 
until I just can’t keep my feet on the ground. Then up I go, and have 
just the grandest time! I must not forget my interest, though, for if I 
do, down I tumble. So you see I have to practice being very interested 
all the time, in everything I do, and being interested all the time saves 
me lots of bumps. 

In the story, Peter Pan teaches other children to fly, so I am now 
trying to teach all the children to fly. Everything we do from this on 
will be a flying practice, and when we get so we are sure enough of 
our interest all the time, then we will have a grand “‘fly”’ together. 

No, let’s fly right now, clear up into the northwestern part of the 
United States, to the state of Washington. Up there whole moun- 
tains are covered with cedar trees. Sometimes they are called ever- 
green trees. You know them—the kind we use for Christmas trees. 

We will land in Rainier National Park, in the heart of the Cas- 
cade Mountains. Nothing could be more delightful than to view the 
wonderful scenes which surround us,—mountains, beautiful, clear 
streams, and cedar trees make a picture which interests us, beyond de- 
scription. As we are interested in cedar trees, especially, we head at 
once for a large grove of very tall ones over to our left, and are soon 
lost to the outside world, in a fairyland of green. The carpet of this 


| 
A 
a 
Be 


WEE WISDOM 5 


fairyland is not green, however. It is brown and soft, because it is 
covered with tiny twigs which have fallen from these giant trees, and 
turned a beautiful brown. 

“Gr-r-r”” comes right out of the stillness, as we walk along, si- 
lently admiring our beautiful surroundings. Then, out into the open 
space ahead of us, comes a mother bear, with two cubs. Instantly the 
cubs rally around their mother, and the boys around Peter Pan. 


Now, you are not afraid, are you boys? You do not seem to 
answer, and from the doubtful look on your faces, I guess you are. 
Well, that is because you do not know the bear. She is not at all 
likely to harm you, unless you molest her. Bears do not usually fight, 
except as a matter of protection, or for food. In our national parks, 
where they are not hunted by men, they soon lose their fierceness and 
become quite friendly. Whenever they are real sure that they can 
trust men, men can trust them. 

So we all become interested in watching our new friends. As 
soon as they are convinced that we are not going to attack them, they 
slowly move on, taking an occasional backward look to see that we 
are not following. Thus an incident which might have been disastrous, 
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passes by very peacefully, by no one infringing upon the rights of 
others. 

Now for the cedar trees again, though it may not be so easy to 
give them our whole attention, as the thought of bears keeps coming 
back to our minds; but we are no longer afraid. 

‘Peter Pan, why are cedar trees and pine trees always green?” 
asks Harold. 

“Oh, don’t you know? Well, I will tell you. Do you remem- 
ber, in August, we were up in New Hampshire and studied the pine 
tree? Of course you do. Now, how do you remember? Because 
all the thoughts about the trip are stored up in your memory. That is 
the way with everything. Nothing ever is gone. You know the sum- 
mer is always green, and these evergreen trees are only the memory of 
all the summers that come back each year, just like you remember 
things. 

““The evergreen tree just stores up the spirit of summer, the fresh, 
green part of it, and that is why it is always fresh and green. 

‘Now, we can choose just that way, too. We can learn to store 
up in us only the joy of life, the pleasant and cheerful things. We 
become just like the things we store up. Every happy, loving, gener- 
ous thought we store up, helps to make us like the evergreen, and we 
soon express only those things that show forth love and joy and youth.” 

The cedar tree has a peculiar odor, an odor quite different from 
that of the pine tree. Next time you sharpen your lead pencil, gather 
up the shavings and smell them. If the wood is cedar, and it usually 
is, you will then know just what the cedar groves smell like. Also, if 
you will examine these shavings carefully, you will find that the cedar 
wood is very soft, and usually a reddish brown in color. Sometimes 
there are white streaks in it. If you can get hold of a rather big stick 
of it you will find that it is very nice to whittle, and it makes nice pencil 
boxes, boats, doll furniture, and lots of other things that boys like to 
make. Perhaps in your school they teach sloyd, and if so, you will 
learn to make some of these things. 

I can tell that we are going to have a Peter Pan club some of 
these times, and I think we should have the cedar tree for our emblem, 
because it carries such a good lesson. Of course our club will not be 
like the Boosters, for one club of a kind is enough. Peter Pan is going 
to do some planning on this point, and will tell you about it later. 

It is now nearly time for us to fly back home, but before we go 
let’s gather some cedar twigs, bind them together in a string, tie the 
ends together to form a wreath, and take it home to tell the folks about 
our trip to the cedar groves of Washington. 
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CONSTELLATIONS 
IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 


From the earliest times, the people of earth have been interested 
in stars. “Today we have observatories, where we can study the move- 
ments, size and appearance of a sky neighbor. We have powerful 
telescopes, which show us many things that the unaided eye cannot 
see. And for those of use who cannot study in an observatory, a field 
glass or opera glass will be a great help. 

The best time to study the stars is after the shadow of night is 
well on our part of the earth, with a young moon giving enough light to 
fade out the dimmer stars. When there is no moon, the faint stars 
come out, and the eyes notice so many that we do not clearly see the 
ones we want to find. When the moon has increased until the sky is 
flooded with light, the bright stars are made dim, and we cannot study 
very successfully. 

The people of early times had no glasses of any kind to baile them 


A 


e Dipper in Ursa Mayor 


in their study. But they saw many things which our telescopes make 
much plainer to us. They saw, as we can see without the aid of glasses, 
that the stars appear to be grouped together. They gave the star 
groups names, and wove many strange and interesting stories about the 
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birds, beasts, and people whom they believed to be pictured by the 


bright clusters. 


We shall take up some of these groups for study, and will locate 
them in connection with the star Polaris. First, we must find this star; 
then we shall have no difficulty in finding the constellations that seem 


to play about it. 


It is easy to find the star group called the Dipper. It is a part of 
the constellation, Ursa Major, or Great Bear. It is pictured in the 
first sketch. The two stars marked A, B, are called Pointers. If we 
draw a straight line from B to A, and on out, it will almost touch 


Polaris. 


In the second sketch, we have the whole group of stars that make 


Polaris 


Great Bear ,, 


Ursa Major, the Great 
Bear. Here we can find 
the Pointers again. 
From these we can draw 
our line toward Polaris. 
If we study this pic- 
ture until we have the 
outline of the Dipper 
clearly in our minds, we 
shall never have any 
trouble in finding the im- 
portant star Polaris. 
The second sketch is 


show us what sky pic- 


tures can be made, if we use our imaginations in drawing outlines from 
star to star. I never saw a bear that looked like this picture. I am 
sure if there is really such a bear anywhere, it must be in the sky, and 
I am sure, too, from the bright look of him, that he would be a very 


pleasant kind of bear to know. 


This constellation is sometimes called The Plow, or Charles’ 
Wain. Polaris is sometimes called the North Star. 


“The boy that by ‘addition’ grows, 
d suffers no ‘subtraction,’ 
Who ‘multiplies’ the things he knows, 
And ‘carries’ every fraction, 
Who well ‘divides’ his precious time, 
The due ‘proportions’ giving, 
To sure success aloft will climb, 
‘Interest compound’ receiving.” 


—Selected. 
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THE QUILT 


Third Lesson 


We will now finish the first block for Dolly’s quilt. Sketch No. 
| will show you how to place the third and fourth points on the square, 
to make the block. When the first block is finished, we will make 

seven more, for we 
j need eight of them, 
= sewed together, to 
make the quilt. If 
you will make four of 
H the blocks with light 
centers and dark 
_points, and four blocks 
with dark centers and 
light points, you can 
sew them together in a 
1 oR way to make a very 
H pretty quilt. 
; points we shall use the 
backstitch, not because 


it is better than the running stitch, but because we want to learn a new 
stitch. We have learned how to baste, and how to make a running 
stitch; now we shall learn the backstitch. It is very simple: make a 
stitch forward, then a stitch backward, putting the needle about half 
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way toward the end of the last stitch. See sketch No. 1. 
Sketch No: 2 will show you how the finished block will look. 
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A WONDERFUL ENGINEER 
(Reprinted from Wee Wisdom of October, 1907) 
My body is an engine fine, 
Built by Love, the Spirit. 
It carries words and acts of mine; 
Listen! you can hear it 
As my load I tug, 
Choo, choo! Choo, choo! Chug! 
What makes it go? The engineer 
Who is my little mind, 
He runs me far away and near, 
And friendly play I find 
Is the load I tug, 
Choo, choo! Choo, choo! Chug! 
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IT PAYS TO BE OBEDIENT 
JAQUES (Age 11) 

Once upon a time there was a little girl whose name was Fern. 
She was a very pretty little girl, with blue eyes and curly hair. 

As Fern’s eighth birthday approached, her mother bought several 
presents for her and hid them away, that she might surprise her at that 
time. One day she was going down town, and she told Fern to take 
good care of the house. Fern promised that she would stay right there, 
and neither go out of the house nor let any one in. 

She stayed home awhile, but soon became lonesome, so she 
decided to go and play with June and Bob. Now Fern forgot 
mother’s caution, and when she went away she forgot to lock the door, 
and what do you think! Someone went in and took all the birthday 
presents! 

When her mother came home she wondered where the presents 
were, and she asked Fern if she had seen them. Fern felt very sorry, 
and related to mother all she had done. 

Her mother was a very wise woman, so she didn’t scold her, but 
she didn’t let her go out any more that day. Fern had plenty of time 
to think, and at night when she went to bed she had resolved never to 
be disobedient again. 

Author’s Note—I hope this little story will teach you all to 
mind your mothers. 


GOOD FORTUNE TO THEM 


We wonder if the Boosters have noticed how much better the 
illustrations are in this number? Sh-h-h! Can you keep a secret? 
Here’s the reason for the improvement: Our artist and a dear little 
girl “stole a march”’ on us and were quietly married, August 5. They 
had a lovely wedding trip in the East, and so our artist, Rick, has come 
back and settled down to work with new inspiration and interest in his 
art. Shall we all give them a word of blessing, and declare for them 
unending health, harmony, happiness and prosperity ? 
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RUTH AND MARVIN’S HALLOWE'EN 


A True Happening in Indian Times. 
MINNIE 


“I believe there are Indians about,” said little Ruth, as she 

stopped piling the pumpkins into great rich, golden pyramids. 
“Yes sir, I saw two,” whispered Marvin. 

Quickly the children hid behind the pumpkins. The Indians did 
not see them, but went on talking together, pointing toward the house 
and making very suspicious signs. 

“Oh, what shall we do!” cried the children, running toward the 
house, when the Indians had gone away. “Indians! Indians! 
They’ve found out that father and mother are gone, an’ they're coming 
here to steal, and perhaps to kill us!” they exclaimed. 

“Ruth,” said Marvin after a long pause, “I have it! You know 
that God is with us, and that nothing can harm us if we just put our 
trust and faith in him. I'll tell you what we will do—we'’ll light the 
jack-o’-lanterns that were made from the pumpkins. The Indians will 
think they are spirits, and will get frightened and run away.” 

“O Ruth!” was all frightened little brother could say. 

Quickly they decided what to do. Near the back door was a 
pit, dug for storing potatoes, and now covered with boards and brush; 
so taking their jack-o’-lanterns, the children scrambled into the pit and 
concealed themselves, closing the entrance cleverly by drawing the 
boards and brush into place. 

After waiting a long time and listening breathlessly, they heard 
stealthy steps about the house. They watched. The Indians were 
creeping toward the cabin; a few more steps, and they would pass the 
pit. 

“Now,” whispered Marvin, and instantly the jack-o-lanterns 
were lighted and their horrible, grinning faces thrust up through the 
brush. 

The Indians saw them, and for a moment they stood dumb with 
fear; then they just gave a whoop and a cry, and turned and fled. 

All night long the children lay hidden in the pit, but no Indians 
returned. When morning came, they crept out from their hiding place. 
There lay the tomahawks that the Indians, in their terror, had dropped, 
and in the yard they found also three eagle feathers, such as was the 
custom for Indians to wear in their hair. 

Ever after, the Indians could not be persuaded to come near the 
cabin. “Fire Spirits! Fire Spirits!” they would say. “Indian afraid. 
Ugh! Ugh! Fire Spirits!” 


4 
| 
| 


= 


/~ 
Se J 


a: 
= 


ay) 


HALLOWE'EN 
COSTUMES 
YOU CAN 


| 
| 
| 
2, 
\ 
| | { 
rss) 
! v. > WN 
Al) 
ar 


WEE WISDOM 


17 


A friend who has made a study of mothercraft has brought into 
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Pumpkin Mask 


weave their spells, and black 
cats prowl around unmolested. 
Costumes add much to the 
pleasure of Hallowe’en times, 
so we give a few suggestions 
that can be copied and carried 
out on this occasion. 

For material, any plain 
paper may be used. The pat- 
terns given here are smaller 
than you will use in making 
the articles. That is why we 
give you directions for measur- 
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! 


frie length 


our sanctum a cute outfit 
which she thinks our 
Wees would enjoy copy- 
ing, and decorating 
themselves with at Hal- 
lowe’en time. ‘There is 
a spirit of prankish rest- 
lessness that needs whole- 
some expression on this 
evening. Luminous 
pumpkin faces take the 
place of ghosts, witches 
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1G inches wide 


Fold center line first 


To paste on lantern 


;ing. Follow all direc- 


tions, just as they are 
given. The coloring can 
be put on with your 
school crayons or water 
colors. Red tissue paper 
for the cap can be 
bought, if you like. But 
you will enjoy your cos- 
tume more if you do the 
coloring yourself. Cut 
and fold evenly, and 
your uniform will be a 
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look, after the papers 
have been cut and folded. 

The lantern is made 
of black paper or card- 
board, and decorated 
with yellow (paper) 
pumpkins. Two strips 
of the black paper ten 
inches long and one-half 
inch wide, are used for 
handle. Fold strips in 
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very gay one. The illustrations show how the Hallowe’en outfit will 
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middle, and paste to top, as you will see in the illustration. Tie lantern 


to twelve-inch stick. 


For Decorating 


Cap 
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The cap is of red paper, decorated with yellow (paper) pump- 
kins; black (paper) cat on one side, and black bats on other; white 
feather, made of paper if you like. 

The pumpkin mask is made of yellow paper, with colored yarn 
or cord for ties. 

Cut on dotted lines. 

Fold on solid lines. 

A number of Wees, dressed in these costumes, can form in line 
and march to these old words: 

“Wee folk, good folk, trooping all together, 
Green jacket, red cap and white owl feather.” 
If you want a new march song, try this: 
Wee folk, good folk, trooping all together. 
True hearts, glad hearts, clear or cloudy weather. 
[The friend who submits these designs is Mrs. Minnie B. Myers of the 


Mothercraft School. If you like these, let us know, and we will have some 
patterns for you next month. ] 


THE TEA PARTY IN THE PLAYROOM 
Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 

The teacups followed up the chairs, till all were in their places. 
The knives and spoons fell into line with sharp and round grimaces. 
A bowl of soup rolled swiftly by and fell upon a plate, 
The gold-rimmed glasses simply stared, for some one murmured, “‘late.”’ 
The ice within the pitcher broke, for no one yet was near, 
The forks tuned up a merry march—ah, that was very clear! 
While seven chairs seesawed in pride upon their fancy feet, 
The napkins sniffed within their rings, and breathed a perfume sweet. 
And, still the table waited there for guests that were to come, 
Till finger bowls from sideboard near began to sing and hum. 
At last the door flew open wide and Kewpie doll stepped in, 
A little pout about her mouth, a dimple in her chin. 
Kewp took her place at table d’hote, and waived a fine bisque hand; 
Then entered by another door, the rest of that small band. 
Sweet Alice with her charming smile, while on her left grave Tot, 
And starry eyed young Geraldine, with Teddy Bear and Spot. 
Then, too, came rag doll, thin and tall, and black as any crow, 
For she was from the sunny South, as any one might know. 
And last the General, spruce and tall,—a famous doll was he, 
For he had conquered half the earth, as well as Germany. 
And so the seven sat in state with dog Spot, at their feet, 
While precious Rose, their owner fair, lay on the lounge asleep! 
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Complete I am the sum total of all that you see about you. My : 
‘first is a measure of length, my next makes vision possible, and my t 
third and fourth combined are a girl’s name. What am I? 


WORD SQUARE 
LOVE 


* 
* * 
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HIDDEN INSECTS 
(Contributed by Helen Packer) 
Sammy ran to the store for his mother. 
This ring shall be Esther’s when she is ten. 
The bill was paid yesterday. 
She found her powder-puff lying on the floor. 
Jane’s mother gave her a new 


SOLUTIONS TO LAST MONTH'S PUZZLES 


1. None. (Remove the | from 10 and you have nothing; take 
the tail from 9 and you still have nothing, etc.) 
2. LIFE 
IRON 
FOLD 
ENDS 
3. Pied Nations: America, Belgium, France, Africa, Italy, 
Wales. 


4. Joy. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 


Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 


Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—Y ou see my address is Kansas City now, and | am 
right here at Unity, the home of Wee Wisdom. I have met ye Royal 
Secretary and a whole lot of the Boosters. It certainly is a nice place, and 
it seems good to be here after so many years of hoping and expecting. [| 
spent Saturday at the farm, and I met “Merry Mary,” who writes our 
Bible Lessons, and I don’t feel at all among strangers. Everybody seems to 
know me, because of my letters to Wee Wisdom. I have already entered 
Manual Training School, and I know I am going to like it. I go to school 
in the forenoon, and then I help in the Unity printing room and bindery. 
It is certainly a large place, this Unity building. I will tell you more about 
it when I have been here a little longer. It will keep me pretty busy going 
to school, getting my lessons and working, but God is my health and my 
intelligence, and I am always going to boost for the good. Yours in 

Truth, Earnest Baltzell, 
(Late of West Branch, Mich. I. H. S. Club.) 


The Unity Boosters accord Earnest a hearty welcome. He is a 
splendid addition to the forces here, and we have found that he is 
earnest in purpose as well as in name. 

San Diego, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have visited my sister, Consuelo, for three 
years, and I have enjoyed your visits, also. I am sending for two Booster 
pins. I would start a club here, but there are no children near by who are 
believers in the Truth. I love the new Wee Wisdom. I keep the pillow 
prayers in mind all day. With love to all the Boosters, 


| 
\ 
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Virginia P. Nash. 

Perhaps, Virginia, the other children don’t believe in Truth 
because they don’t really know about it. Couldn’t you and Consuelo 
start a club, just between yourselves, say, and tell the other children — 
about it? It wouldn’t be long until they would want to join, too. 

Cripple Creek, Colo. 

Dear W ee Wisdom—lIt is with much pleasure that I send your travel- ‘ 
ing expenses for another year. I find much Truth in your lovely pages, 
and you help me to keep well and happy always; you also help me in my . 
studies. I am so thankful that I know of an ever-present God who cares for 
us in all times and in all places. Your stories are fine, and your new dress : 
is beautiful. I am trying to live to be a credit to my Creator. Yours in 
Love and Truth, James Paul Phillips. 

One who is thankful for his knowledge of an ever-present God is 
sure to live a credit to his Creator, James. 


Port Arthur, Texas. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Who could ever object to your growth? I am 
so glad you are bigger now. Do you know which of all your gifts I like 
best? It is Peter Pan. I am a girl, but 
he said- girls could go along if they 
wanted to. I have always loved na- 
ture, and some day I hope to live in the 
mountains or forest, so I can enjoy it. 
Isn’t it strange how things usually work 
out the way you want them to, if they 
can do any one any good? Last sum- 
mer I read a set of books, all but the 
last one, which I couldn’t find. I have 
always wanted to read that book, and 
now, a year later, I have it. I suppose 
the reason I never could get it before 
was that it would have interfered with my school work. This is the way 
with many things, so never, never give up, dear Wees. Wishing success 
- to all the Wees in all that they are doing, I am lovingly, 
| Louise Karisch. 

Do you know, Louise has made a wonderful discovery! Better 
than discovering a buried treasure or a pot of gold. She has discovered 
that faith works, and she is willing to trust to the Father’s own good 
time for her good to come to her. 


Dayton, Ohio. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am enclosing your traveling expenses for an- 
other year. We would like you to visit us every week, instead of every 
month. We were sick, but the dear Father healed us; the children next 
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door, who had the doctor, were sick much longer than we were. I am 
thirteen, and my little sister is five. She has such faith in God as her health 
that she says she will never have a doctor. I am sending for Booster pins. 
Your loving friends, Marguerite and Martha Creager. 


Marguerite and Martha are proving that their Physician is equal 
to all things, and Wee Wisdom is very glad to continue her visits to 
their home. 

Togo, Sask., Canada. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou arrived in due time this month, and how | 
do love your new dress. My little brother is trying to sit in the silence, for 
strength and intelligence. I have been healed of a bad complexion through 
God's unfailing love, and because it was you who first taught me about 
God, I love you more. It is harvest time now, in Canada, and every one is 
busy. Things have ripened early this year. I have made many friends 
through your pages, and my sister, Vergie, who is nineteen, would like to 
correspond with some of the Wee Wisdom readers. Your loving reader, 


Florence M. Wager. 


We are glad to know that Florence and her brother are applying 
the Truth Wee Wisdom teaches, for the more we use our knowledge 
the more it grows, and the more we will have to use. 


Lawrence, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have just arrived. A little while ago I was 
feeling sick, but I read in one of the Booster letters that there is no sickness 
in heaven. I thought about it, and now I feel all right. I am so glad Wee 
Wisdom is larger. I enclose a love offering for you. Yours in love, 


Dorothy Mellen. 


Dorothy realizes that we are in heaven now, and that there is no 
inharmony there. All is peace and health and joy. Wee Wisdom re- 
turns thanks for the love offering, which shall return to you with 
increase. 

Philadelphia, Pa. 

Dear Royal—I would like to become a Booster, because I think it 
is the very nicest thing a child can be. I want you to send me a Booster 
pin, please, to help remind me always to hear and see and speak only 
Truth. I am so much happier when I live as a good Booster should. | 
have read “‘Love’s Roses,” and it has helped me to make many flowers 
bloom in my thought garden. I love you all, and I know that Good rules 
all our lives. Yours always in Truth, Mary Barrett. 


This sounds very much as though Mary has always been a 
“booster.” Did you ever read such a boosting letter? We are cer- 
tainly glad to count her a member of our happy band. 


3 
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Somerville, Texas. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you, and I wish to 
become a member of the Booster Club. I am only eight, but I am-in the 
fourth grade. I have two little pet chickens which my aunt gave me. I 
am glad Wee Wisdom is larger. I certainly enjoy reading it. I have 
never taken any medicine in my life. My mother always prays for my 
healing. I am learning now to hold pure, healing thoughts. I want to be 
everything that’s good and true. I am always happy. I wish Wee Wis- 

dom could come every week. Lovingly yours, Willie Mae Jackson. 


It is good to know that Willie Mae knows the truth that God is 

her health, and that she can’t be sick. 
Los Gatos, Cal. 

Dear Wees and Royal—Wee Wisdom has just come, and I always 
like to write as soon as it comes, so that what I want to say will be fresh 
in my mind. Oh! I think Wee Wisdom is better each time, and the 
Puzzle Page puzzles me a lot, but I love to solve the puzzles. All of Wee 
Wisdom is interesting, especially the letters. I love to read what the other 


Wees of my age write. I am very glad for the Young Authors’ Depart- ° 


ment, because I want to learn to write. I’m going to try to write some 
stories as soon as the prunes go. I’m helping a little with them, and it’s 
nice to have some pin money for Christmas presents. I’m so glad you 
think Marjorie Clarey is a real Booster. I know she is, from the lovely 
letters she has written me. Our school doesn’t open for quite a while, be- 
cause so many children have to help their families pick prunes. In most 
all of my letters I mention something about books. Here are the names of 
three that are tiny, but really full of interesting and profitable reading: 
“On the Way There,” “At the Door,” “Through the Woods,” by Kath- 
erine Yates. Last, but not least, there’s Pollyanna and her “glad game,” 
which I find most interesting to play when I am not feeling real well. 


With love, Harriett Eells. 


We know what interesting stories Harriett can write, so we will 
be glad to hear from her in the Young Authors’ Department. How 
would you like to have her tell us about picking the prunes? ‘That 
would be both instructive and interesting. 

; Mad River, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you. I received my 
Booster pin sometime ago. I like it very much. My aunt had a Booster 
pin, too, but one night we were playing out of doors and she lost hers. My 
aunt received her magazine for September, and I have read it over and over, 
and the more I read it the more I want to read it again. I like it very 
much. I will be thirteen the twenty-ninth of this month, and I am in the 
5th grade. We have a very fine view of the woods and also of the water 
from our home. There are many redwood and pine trees near here. Last 
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night my aunt and my sister and I took a walk up on the hill, and we could 
see nothing but trees from there. I like to live in the country. There is 
also a river near us but there isn’t much water in it now. I like to go wading 
there; the water is not deep enough to swim. From your loving Wee, 
Matilda Dudal. 
What a happy group of boys and girls is this! They are the new 
Boosters, and we will present them in the order in which they arrived 
at the meeting: Vivian Elsie Drown, Leslie Reid, Elizabeth Weems, 
Doris Hayward, Bernice Caulkins, Roy Wernig, Agnes Turner, 
Natalie M. Burggraf, Sylvia and Willie Stradtman, Florence Vining. 


Helen Best, of New Bedford, Mass., writes to ask if all the 
Boosters will not join her in speaking the healing Word for her cousin 
who has recently returned from France, and who is now in a hospital. 
She says he feels downhearted and discouraged, so here is a good op- 
portunity for us to scatter sunshine. Helen thinks it would be nice if 
the Boosters would each send him a postal card, with a cheering mes- 
sage. She gives his address as: Corp. Harry Mackesh, care of Helen 
Best, 329 S. 2d St., New Bedford, Mass. 


Lola Jaques, of Santa Monica, Cal., sends a story for the Young 
Authors’ Department, showing that it pays to be obedient. 

Alexia Ortiz, who lives in the country near Wilmington, Dela- 
ware, writes us from the seashore where she is having a happy time, 
and learning to swim. She says that because she comes from Dela- 
ware she is called “A blue hen’s chicken,” but what’s in a name, 
anyway ? 

Cyril Evans, Santa Monica, Cal., sends for a Booster pin and says 
he enjoys Wee Wisdom very much. Cyril also says, “I haven’t worn 
my glasses since I left them off,” which news makes us very glad. He is 
learning that God is the light of his sight, therefore it cannot fail. 


Kate and Eva Raser, of Homer, Mich., write their first letters, 
and say they would like to hear from some of the Boosters. 


Evelyn Day writes us to say she’s moving to England, right 
away. (This is not intended for poetry, dear Boosters.) 


An offering has been received from a grown up Booster, Mr. 
John W. Doelhur, of Scranton, Pa., and Wee Wisdom wishes to re- 
turn him thanks and assure him that it will make the heart of some little 
one very glad. 


Elizabeth Weems, Angleton, Texas, says she likes the cover of 
Wee Wisdom, because there is so much about nature on it. She also 
would like to hear from some of the Boosters. Address her care of 


J. H. Weems. 
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Virginia Truax, of Seattle, Wash., sends a love offering to help 
pay Wee Wisdom’s traveling expenses to the home of some other little 
boy or girl, and Wee Wisdom thanks her sincerely for her loving 
remembrance. 

Ethel Biddle, of Madill, Okla., 
speaks words of praise for Wee Wis- 
dom and the Booster Club. She says 
she loves her pin, and we know she is 
Pa true Booster. 


Viola Edgerly, San Gabriel, Cal., 
writes to tell us that she has a brand- 
new baby sister at her house! Don’t 
we know just how happy she is! 


i We are glad to have your good 
letter, Matilda, and trust that you will write again and tell us more 
about the beautiful country around your home. 


Anna M. Yaas, of Hartford, Conn., is one of our Wees. She 
writes us that when she prays she sometimes sees visions of Jesus; and 
sometimes she has visions of a beautiful city, and other pleasant things. 
Anna’s letter was answered by one of our Unity workers who loves 
and understands little girls, and because the letter is so helpful we 
are going to let you all read it. Here it is: 

Your letter is before us, and we wish to tell you, little friend, how 
much we have enjoyed reading the account of your visions. 

You know when Jesus was here on earth he said, “Suffer little 
children, and forbid them not, to come unto me: for to such belongeth 
the kingdom of heaven.”” So, when you repeat the Lord’s prayer, or 
say, “Jesus loves me,” you are so true and sweet and earnest about it, 
it pleases Jesus, and he comes right before your eyes, so you can see 
him. 

The way he comes, you know, is through the Spirit of Truth,— 
God's Spirit, which always lives away down deep in your own heart. 
When we are good, and will let it, this wonderful Spirit will think 
right into our thoughts. So, the visions you saw were the pictures of 
your thoughts, which God’s Spirit had made beautiful. 

Do not pay too much attention to the visions you see, but let your 
mind go away down deep in your heart every day, and then ask God 
to think wise and beautiful thoughts into your thoughts. You will 
find that you will get wiser and healthier and happier all the time. 
You will always be kind and helpful to your mamma, and to your 
playmates. You will know that you are Jesus’ own little girl. 


j j 
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Lesson 2, SUNDAY, OcTOBER 12, 1919. 
FISHERS OF MEN.—Mark 1 :14-20. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Jesus said unto them, Come ve after me, and 
I will make you to become fishers of men.—Mark 1:17. 


In this lesson we find Jesus preaching and teaching in Galilee. 
Simon and his brother Andrew were fishing in the sea of Galilee, when 
Jesus came along the seashore. Jesus saw what wonderful works they 
could do through preaching and teaching the gospel, so he called to 
them to leave their nets and follow him, that they might become fishers 
of men. “And straightway they left the nets and followed him.” 
Going a little farther, Jesus saw James and his brother John, mending 
nets. He called to them, and they left their father, Zebedee, and the 
hired servants, and went with Jesus. They had found a better occupa- 
tion than fishing, and they quickly and gladly left their nets to help 
Jesus in his ministry. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What does it mean to be “‘fishers of men?’’ It means to be teach- 
ing the Truth that draws men to the Father. 

Was this call sent forth only to the men named in this lesson? 
No. Jesus is calling us to follow him and help in his great work, by 
teaching people the Truth. 

s it necessary that we leave our everyday work to help him? 
be We help him every time we think a kind thought or say a kind 
word. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/ let my light shine 
for the Father. 
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Lesson 3, SUNDAY, OcTOBER 19, 1919. 
JESUS IN PETER’S HOME.—Mark 1 :29-39. 

GOLDEN TEXT—Jesus said unto him, Today is salvation come 
to this house.—Luke 19:9. 

This is a wonderful lesson on healing. Jesus went with Simon 
and Andrew to their home, where Simon’s wife’s mother lay sick with 
a fever. Jesus walked up to her bed and took her by the hand, and 
instantly she was healed. The fever disappeared as if by magic, “and 
she ministered unto them.”” In the evening, when the sun was setting, 
all the people of the city gathered about the door of the little house, 
and Jesus came out and healed all those that were sick or distressed 
in any way, sending them away well and free and happy. And in 
the morning, long before it was light, Jesus quietly left the house, and 
went off by himself to pray, and though the lesson does not say so, we 
suppose he wanted to give thanks to the Father for the power to do 
wonderful works. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Did he have any power that we do not have? No. We can 

How was Jesus able to heal all these people? Through prayer. 
also heal if we pray in faith, as Jesus did, for the power of God is 
equal to all things. 

Why did Jesus not stay to receive the thanks of the people? He 
was not working for praise, but that the people might be helped. 

Explain in your own words how you think healing is done. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—God in the midst 
of me is mighty to heal. 


Lesson 4, SUNDAY, OcTOBER 26, 1919. 
A LESSON IN TRUST.—Matt. 14:22-23. 

TextT—/ believe; help thou mine unbelief —Mark 

This is one of the most wonderful stories in the Bible. The dis- 
ciples of Jesus were out at sea in a boat. The winds came up, causing 
the waves to rock the boat, and Jesus, knowing of the distress of his 
disciples, started to walk to them on the water. This was such a 
marvelous thing that when the disciples saw him walking toward them, 
they grew more afraid than before, and cried out in their fear. Jesus 
said to them, “Be of good cheer; it is I; be not afraid.” They could 
scarcely believe this, for they thought surely they had seen a ghost, but 
Peter, more brave than the rest, called out, “Lord, if it be thou, bid me 
come unto thee upon the waters.” Jesus told Peter to come. Now 


when Peter left the boat he was full of faith, but when he had walked 
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a little way, and looked down at the waters rolling beneath his feet, 
he became afraid and began to sink. He cried out, “Lord save me,” 
and Jesus reached out to save him, saying ““O thou of little faith, where- 
fore didst thou doubt?” 

Can you see how this applies to us? It shows us that we must al- 
ways have faith in God’s power to help us in all ways. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What made Peter sink? He doubted and was afraid. 

What kind of a thought will overcome doubt and fear? A 
thought of faith. 

What must we have faith in? In God’s presence and power as 
our “help in every need.” 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/ have faith in God. 


Lesson 5, SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 2, 1919. 
TEMPERANCE LESSON—Jeremiah 35:1-8, 12-14, 18-19. 


GoLDEN TExT—Whether therefore ve eat, or drink, or whatso- 
ever ye do, do all to the glory of God.—I Cor. 10:31. 


In this lesson we find that a great feast was prepared for the 
people, and the table spread with many things to eat and drink. They 
were tempted with rich wines and food (though the lesson does not say 
so), but they obeyed the command that they should drink no wine, 
neither they nor their sons. It is because people do not really know 
what they want that they eat and drink so much. If they would pray 
about it, and ask the Father to give them wisdom, they would eat and 
drink wisely. These people in our lesson were strong in the face of 
temptation to drink of the rich wine, which shows that they were obe- 
dient. Our Golden Text tells us to eat and drink to the glory of God, 
but we cannot eat to the glory of God when we eat animal flesh, can 
we? God's creatures are expressions of his Life, as we are, and he 
tells us that we shall not kill. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 

How are we helped by the temptation to eat and drink things that 
are not good for us? We prove whether we have really overcome 
false desire, or whether we are only trying to hide it away. 

Explain in your own words why it is not good to drink wine or 
to kill animals for food. 

What should be our first thought in eating and drinking? 
Whether it be to the glory of God. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/ am guided by 
Wisdom in my choice of food and drink. 
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Lesson 6, SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 9, 1919. 
PETER’S GREAT CONFESSION.—Matt. 16:13-24. 


GoLDEN TExT—T hou art the Christ, the Son of the living God. 
—Matt. 16:16. 


At the time that Jesus was going about doing mighty works, 
every one did not believe that he was the Son of God. Some people 
mocked him, and doubted that he could heal the sick and raise the 
dead. He asked his disciples, ““Who do men say that the Son of man 
is>”’ They replied that some thought he was Elijah and some John the 
Baptist, and others thought he was one of the prophets. Then he 
asked them, “But who say ye that | am?” Peter knew him, and his 
reply was, “Thou art the Christ, the Son of the living God.” This 
pleased Jesus greatly. He was very glad to have Peter recognize him 
as the Son of God, for he knew that Peter was speaking what he 
really believed. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Is Jesus the only Son of God? No. We are all Sons of God. 

How does it help us to know that we are Sons of God? We 
know that Life, Love, Health, and every good thing that the Father 
is and has, he gives to us as his children. 

How will we look when we know that we, too, are Sons of God? 


Our faces will shine and our eyes will be windows of light through 
which the Truth will beam constantly. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—/ see Christ in my- 
self and in all men. 


ON A WALK 
VivIAN Drown (Age 10) 


“Come Helen, let’s go for a walk,” said mother. In came a 
rosy little girl of five years. As they walked along they came to a 
grove of apple trees, all in blossom, and little Helen said, “Are not 
the apple blossoms pretty!’” As they walked on, they came to a little 
meadow. In the meadow were all kinds of flowers and ferns. Helen 
said, ““Mother, wasn’t God good to make all these pretty things!” 


“Love is gentle, love is sweet, 
Love has willing hands and feet; 
Love your work and love your play, 
Love the Lord of every day. 
Love the birds and love the showers, 
Love the sweet, pure morning hours. 
Always love to do your part, 
Then you'll have a happy heart.” 
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THE TREE HOUSE 


Now that school 
days have come, we 
have only the week- 


ends at “Friendly Ma- 


ples,” but we enjoy ev- 
ery minute of them. 
Today we have been 


building a house in one™ 


of the big maple trees. 

Curtis has plied the 
hammer and saw, while 
I acted in the capacity 


of advisory committee. // 


I soon observed that an‘ 
advisory committee 
was useless in this case, 
for it is most difficult 
to direct the building 
of a tree house from 
the ground below. 
One’s perspective is all 
wrong—if you know 
what I mean. Son says 
if I want you to under- 
stand I had better talk 
sense, so I'll explain: 

From the ground, 
one doesn’t get the 
right point of view. Is 
that better > 

In spite of this 
drawback, son’s 
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inexperience at carpentering, the house is finally completed. The nail- 
ing up of the last board was a problem. It was hard to reach, and I, 
(in an attempt to be funny,) told Curtis he had better “‘wish’’ it up 
there. 

“Mother,” he replied very seriously, “it won’t work. Things 
wished together don’t hold very well.” 

I am glad he has come to that conclusion so early in life. It is 
true of other things than tree houses. Just “‘wishing’’ things doesn’t 
get us very far, unless we do something to make our wishes come true. 

To get back to the house; it is quite cozy looking, with a roof, 
and everything. It is large enough for two quite small people, if they 
sit still. It’s a fine place to eat sandwiches and apples, with the soft, 
lazy autumn breeze blowing one’s hair and making nice, rustly music 
through the leaves. 

The style of architecture, we fondly hope, is a little bit “Swiss 
Robinson,” as Curtis used to say. He did not know that the “Swiss” 
referred to nationality, and considered it the front part of the name. 
Of course we have no stairway going up inside the tree, as the Robin- 
son family had, but we have a ladder on the outside, which serves as 
well, since all who enter here are friends, whether they be birds, 
squirrels or just folks. 

Isn’t it a happy, interesting world, and isn’t it good to be alive in 
the autumn time? 


THE OCTOBER KID 
BLANCHE 


I was born onc’t in October, 
And my mother says to me, 
“Nature wears her brightest colors, 
Jest to celebrate, you see.” 


So I like October bestes’ ; 

It’s as purty as kin be; 

An’ the reds and yellers seems like 
Come especially for me. 


Let your little friends and companions know that you belong to 
the Boosters, by wearing a Booster Pin. When they see the three 
wise monkeys, they'll ask what it’s all about, and you can then tell 
them a little ““Truth.”” The pins are now 25 cents instead of 15 cents 
each, because the manufacturers have increased the price to us. 
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Ther 
Tis the banguet hall of 

entheir purple wine's spilled; 

Tis the revel of color spl s, Wa 
the year is til 

ove October. hi 

In the beauty and dold of its darners 

The Opulent Giver see. 
Mamie. 
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